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neere Caska^haue an eye to Cynna. trufi notTrebonius , »*4r£? 
»W/ CMetellus Cymber /Deems Brutus hues thee not : Thou 
haft wrongd Caws Ligarius. There is but one m'tndeinall 
thefe men, and it is bent againji Cafar : If thou beejl not Im- 
mortally loeke about you ; Secttrhy giues way to Conjpiracie . 
The mighty Gods defend thee. 

Thy Loner, Artemidorns. 
Heere will I ftand, till Cafar paffe along, 
And as a Sutor will I giuc him this : 
My heart laments, that V ertuc cannot Hue 
Out ef the teeth of Emulation. 
If thou reade this.O Cafar, thou mayeft liuej 
If not, the Faces with Traitors do contriue. . Exit. 

Enter Portia and Lucius . 
For. I prythce Boy,run to the Scnate-houfe, 
Stay not to anfwer me, but gee thee gone. 
Why doeft thou ftay ? 

Luc* To knoiy my errand Madam. 
Tor. I would haue had thee there and hecre agen 
Ere I can tell thee what thou fhould'ft do there : 

0 Conftancie, be ftrong vpon my fide, 
Set a huge Mountaine 'tweene my Heart and Tongue : 

1 haue a mans minde, but a womans might : 
How hard it k for women to keepe counfeU. 
Art thou heere yet ? 

Luc. Madarn,what fhould I do ? 
Run to theCapitoll,and nothing elfe > 
And fo returne to you,and nothing elfe ? 

Per. Ycs,bring me word Boy, if thy Lord look well, 
jjj For he went fiekly forth : and take good note 
What Cdfkr doth,what Sutors prelfe to him. 
Hearke Boy,what noyfc is that ? 
'. .. Luc* Iheare none Madam, 

Tor. Prytheeliftcn well: 
I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 
Luc. Sooth Madamjheare nothing. 

Snter the Sooth foyer* 
Per. Come hither Fellow.which way haftthou bin? 
Sooth. At mine owne houfe,good Lady. 
For. Whatis'taclocke? ' 
1 Sooth. About the ninth boure Lady, 
j Par. Is Cafar yet gone to the Gapitoll > 

Sooth. Madam not yet, I go to take my ftand, 
To fee him paffe on to the Capitoll. 

Por. Thou haft ibme fuite to Cafar thou not? 
Sooth. That Ihaue Lady,ifitwi!lpleafe Cafar 
To be fo good to. Cofar^s to hearc me : • 
I fhall befecch him to befriend himfelfe. 

Por. Why know-'ft thou any harme's intended to-: 
wards him -? .. 

Sooth. None that I kno.w will be, 
Much that I fearc may chance: 
Good morrow to you : hecre the ftrect is narrow ? 
The throng dwtf oil owes Cafar at the heelcs, 
Of Seniors, ofPntfcors, common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (.ilrnoft) to death : 
He get me to a place more voyd,and there 
I Speokc to gia&ft Caftr as he comes along. Exit 

K\\ Trmiftgo in : 
ftytmb /H'ow weske at thing 
The-heart oiVoman is f O Brutus , 
1 h#Heai#eb*4pfefcde theeni thine enterprise* 
§!#^Sic.Boy heard me : Brutus hath a fuite 
That Cafar will not grant. 0,1 grow faint : 
Run Lucius) and commend me to my Lord, 


TheTmgedteoffuliusQafar. 

Say 1 am merry; Come to me againe^ 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee 



Mm Tertius. 



Tlourifb. 

Enter Cafar 3 Brutus Caffius } C«b jDeeg 
*™>»s>Cjn»a,Antony t Lepidus.Ar^ 

Uus.andtheSoothfayer. 5 > Hb - 


Caf The Ides of March are come. 
| Sooth. I ^/£r, but not gone. 

Art. Haile Cafar: Read this Scedule 
Decs. Trebonius doth dcCuc you to ovt^A 
(At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuite 

Art. r eadcmineaft:for 
That.touches Cafar necrer. Read it great Cab 
Caf. What touches vs our fe^ 
Art. Delay not Cafar^A it inftandy 1 
Caf Whac,is the fellow mad? 
Pub. Sirra,giuc place. 

Caffi. What,vrgeyouyourPetition$intheflre ef > 
Come to the Capitoll. rccc? 

Pops/. I wifliyour enterprise to day may thtiue, 
Caffi. VVhacentcrprize/ > ^//// w ? ' 
Popil. Fare you well. 
Bru. What faid Popittius Lena ? 
Caffi, He wifht to day our enterprise might thriue- 
Ifcareourpurpofeisdifcoucred. 

*Pm. Lookc how he makes to Cafar: matkehim 

Caffi. C^befodainc/orwcfcarcprcuention 
Brutus what fhall be done? If this be knowne. * 
Caffius or Cafar neuer fhall turne backc 
For I will flay my felfe. 

Bru. Caffim be conftant : 
PopilUus Lena fpeakes not of our purposes, 
For lookc he fmilcf, and Cafar doth not change. 

_ c ff l - ^^w^knowcshistimc.-forlookyouJm* 
He drawes Mark^Antony out of the way. 

Decs. Where is Mctellus Cimber,\et him go, 
And prefently prefcrre his fuite to Cafar. 

Bru. He is addreft : prcfle necre,and fecond him. 

Ci*. Casfayoix are the firft that reares your hand. ^ 

Caf. Are we all ready? What is now amifle, 
That Cafer and his Senate muft redreffe ? 

MetelMott high,moft mighty,and moft puifant &/* 
Tidetellw Cymber thro wes before thy Scatc 
An humble heart. 

Caf. Imuftpreuent ihtt Cjmbert 
Thefe couchings,and thefe lowlvcourtcfics 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turne pre-Ordinance^nd firft Decree; 
Into the lane of Children, Be net fond. 
To phinkc that Cafar beares fuch Rebel! blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality ' 
With that which melteth Fooles, I meanc fwect wordi ; 
Low.crookcd-curtfies,and bafe Spaniell fawning: 
Thy Brother by decree is bani/hed : 
If thou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him; 
I fpurne thee like a Curre out of my way : 
Know, Cafar doth not wrong, nor without caafc 
Will hebefatisfied. 
Metel.U there no voyce more worthy then my owrte. 

To 


up 


r«foiindm^v»eetlyin great Cafars eatc, 
it the repealing of my bani(h J d Brother > 

Bra. I kiffe thy hand, but not in flattery Cafar : 
Defiring thee, that Publita Cymber may 

M tf an immediate freedome of repeale, 
jkr What Brutus} 
fyjfi. Pardon Cafar: Cafar pardon : 
ulowc as to thy fooce doth^JZwi fall, 
fobe^ge infranchifement for Vublius Cywhr. 

C&f 1 could be well mou'd, if I were as you, 
ifl could pray to mooue, Prayers would mooue mc 
Lt 1 am conftant as the Northernc Starre, 
Qfvvhofc true fixt,andrefting quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament. 
The Skies are painted with vnnumbred fparkes, 
They are all Fire, and euery one doth fhine : 
Jut, there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
$ 0 jn the World ; Tis furnifli'd well with Men, 
^id Men are Flefb and Biood,and 3pprehcnfiuc; 
Yet in the number, I do know but One 
That vna(Tayleable holds on his Ranke, 
Vnfhak'd of Motion : and that I am he, 
Lctme a little £hew it, euen in this : 
That I was conftant Cymber fliould be banifh'd, . 
And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo. 
Cinna. O fafar. 

Cdf Hence : Wilt thou life vp Olympus ? 
Decim. Great Cafar. 
C<zf Doth not'Brutft* bootleflekneele ? 
Cask? Speakc hands for me. 

They fab Cafar. 
Caf. St Tu Brute I — : Then fall Cafar. 


Dyes 


Cin. Liberty ,Freedome ; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, prochime, cry it about the Streets. 

Offis Some to the common Pulpit s,and cry out 
Liberty 5 Freedome,and Enfranchisement. 

Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted : 
Fly not, ftand ftill : Ambitions debt is paid. 
Cask* Go to the Pulpit Bruttts. 
Dec. And Caffim too. 
Tru. Where's Publitut 

Cm. Hecre, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand faft together,leaft fome Friend of Cafars 
Should chance — 

Bru. Talkenot offtanding. Pubiius good checre, 
There is no harmc intended to your perfon, 
Nor to no Roman elfe: fo tell them Publius. 

Cajfi. And leaue vs Publius, leaft that the people 
Rufhing on vs, fhould do your Age fome mifchiefc- 

"Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this dcede, 
But we the Doers. 

Enter Treboniui* 

Cafli. Where is Antony ? 
1 Treb. Fled to his Houfe amaz'd: 
Men, Wiues,and Ghildren,ftare,cry out,and run, 
As it wereDoomelday. 

Bru. Fatesjwe wiil know your pleafures : 
That we fhall dye yv^know^ 'tis but the time 
And drawing d»y^sr0ut, that men ftand vpon. 

Cash^ Why he that cuts off twenty yearcs of life, 
Cuts .off 'fo many yeares of fearing death, 

Brts. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit : 
So are we Cafars Friends, that haueabridg'd 
His time of fearing de<uh. Stoope Romans,ftocpe, 
And let vs bathe our hands in Cafars blood 
Vp to the Elb owes, and befmeare our Swords s 


Then walke we forth, euen to the Market place, 
And wauing our red Weapons o're our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Frecdome^nd Liberty. 

Caffi. Stoop then,andwafh» How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be a&ed ouer, 
In State vnborne, and Accents yet vnknowne? 

Bru. How many times fhall Cafar bleed in Iport, 
That now on Pompeyes Bafis lye along, 
No worthier then the duft ? 

Caffi. So oft as that fhall be, 
So often fhall the knot of vs be callM, 
The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 
Dec. Whagfhall we forth ? 
Caffi. Leuery man away, 
Bruttt* (hall icade, and we will grace his heeles 
With the moft boldcft,and beft hearts of Rome. 

Enter aSeruant. 
Bm t Soft, who comes heere? A txieud of Antonies. 
Ser. Thus Brutusdidmy Mafter bid mekntcle; 
Thus did Mark^ tAntony bid me fall downe, 
And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay : 
Bruius'is Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ; 
Cafar was Mighty, Bold a Roy all,and Louing : 
Say, I louc Brutus, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Cafar, honoured him,and lou'd him» 
If Brutus will vouchfafe,that Antony 
May fafcly come to him, and be refolu'd 
How Cafar hath deferu'd to lye. in dearh, 
Mark Antony , fhall not loue Cafar dead 
So well as Brutus huing ; but will follow 
The Fortunes and AfTayres of Noble Brutus^ i 
Thorough the hazards ofthisvntrod Sta 
With all true Faith, So fayes my Mafter Antony. 

Bru* Thy Mafter is a Wife and VaiiantRomane, 
I neuer thought hira worfe : 
Tell him, fo pleafehim come vmo this place 
He fb ?.ll be Utisfied ; and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch'd. 

Ser. lie f etch him prefently. Exit S truant. 

Bm. 1 know that we (hail haue him well to Friend # 
faffi- I w j(h we may : But yet haue i a minde 
That feares him much : and my mifgiuing ftill 
Falles fhrcwdly to the purpofe. 

Enter Antony , 
Bru. Bm heere comes Antony . - 
Welcome Mark^Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cafar\ Doft thou lye fo lowe ? 
Are all thy ConqucftSjGlorieSjTriumphcs^Spoiles, 
Shrunke to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well* 
I know not Gentlemen whatypu intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke : 
] f 1 my felfe, there is n(y hourc fo fit 
As Cafars deaths honre ; nor no Inftrumcnt 
Of hajfc that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of all this World. 
I do befeech yce, if you b rare me hard, 
Now, whifft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake, 
Fulfill your pleafure. Liue a thoufand yeeres, 
I fhall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye. 
No place will pieafe me fo, no meane of death, 
As heere by Cafar \ and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony \ Begge not your death of y s: 
Though now we muft appcare bloody and crueil, 
As by our hands, and this our prefent A&c 
You fee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 

- - And / 
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